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point. I have been told that its bite can bring death to a
man in twenty minutes. It is one of the few snakes that will
deliberately attack a man, and among its horrible peculiarities
is the speed with which it can travel not only backwards and
forwards, but sideways as well.

Fortunately for Mikhail, the reptile had been driven out of
its hole during hibernation and was in a comatose condition.
We shouted to the soldier to bring his rifle, but he did not
understand. So taking the first thing that came to hand,
which happened to be my photographic tripod, we took our
courage hi both hands and killed the viper. We then con-
gratulated Mikhail on being alive and had our frugal lunch
in the shadow of the cars.

We continued our journey: I to bump unhappily Irom
side to side of the car, and the patrol lorry, with its better
springs, to dart ahead with surprising speed. There were
no birds. Incredible as it may sound, there were no flies.
We were in a dead portion of the world.

Some thirty-five miles to the east of the track is a slight
hill which the Bedouin call Jebel Iskander, the Hill of
Alexander. They do not know that Alexander's guides lost
their way to Siwa: the name has just come down from
mouth to mouth through the centuries. After the war a.
British officer, who had been told by the Arabs that pots were
to be found on this hill, went there and unearthed eight
perfect amphorae of the Hellenistic period. I saw one in a
garden at Mersa Matruh. It was made of red clay and was
about four feet high, with a pointed base, a bulbous body, a
long neck, and two handles. If these are some water-jars of
Alexander's expedition, as it seems they may be, one wonders
what other relics might be found on that lonely spot.

As the sun was setting, we left the plain and entered one
of the most fantastic bits of country imaginable. I
think the mountains of the moon must look like this. It
seemed that Nature, conscious of the bleakness of the past
two hundred miles, had crowded all the fantasy of which it is
capable into a small space. The valley was surrounded on
all sides by weird dead hills, each one carved into some im-
probable shape, a cone, a cube, a queer isolated pinnacle, a
ridge that from a distance looked like a battlemented castle